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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

The old songs 
Die— 

And the lips that sang them. 
Wreaths, withered and dusty, 
Cuff-buttons with royal insignia, 
These, in a musty museum, 
Are all that is left of Sarasate. 



THE POOL 

Do you remember the dark pool at Nimes, 
The pool that had no bottom? 
Shadowed by Druids ere the Romans came — 
Dark, still, with little bubbles rising 
So quietly level with its rim of stone 
That one stood shuddering with the breathless fear 
Of one short step? 

My little sister stood beside the pool 
As dark as that of Nimes. 
I saw her white face as she took the plunge; 
I could not follow her, although I tried. 
The silver bubbles circled to the brink, 
And then the water parted: 
With dream-white face my little sister rose 
Dripping from that dark pool, and took the hands 
Outstretched to meet her. 
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The Pool 

I may not speak to her of all she's seen ; 
She may not speak to me of all she knows 
Because her words mean nothing: 
She chooses them 

As one to whom our language is quite strange, 
As children make queer words with lettered blocks 
Before they know the way. . . . 

My little- sister stood beside the pool — 
I could not plunge in with her, though I tried. 

APPARITIONS 



A thin gray shadow on the edge of thought 
Hiding its wounds: 
These are the wounds of sorrow — 
It was my hand that made them ; 
And this gray shadow that resembles you 
Is my own heart, weeping . . . 
You sleep quietly beneath the shade 
Of willows in the south. 

II 

When the cold dawn stood above the house-tops, 
Too late I remembered the cry 
In the night of a wild bird flying 
Through the rain-filled sky. 
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